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For valiaunt mindes, through twentie Seas will roome:
And fish for lucke, while sluggardes lye at home.
Richard Bingham.
Maister Captaine Frobisher, in commendation of the voyage.
APLEASAUNT ayre, asweete and firtell soile,
A certaine gaine, a never dying praise:
An easie passage, voide of lothsome toile,
Found out by some, and knowen to mee the waies.
All this is there, then who will refraine to trie:
That loves to live abroade, or dreades to die.
Martin Frobisher.
Maister Captaine Chester, his commendation of this Treatise.
MARKE well this booke when you to reade beginne,
And finde you shall great secretes hid therein.
For with your selves you may imagine thus,
That God hath left this honour unto us.
The journey knowne, the passage quicklie runne,
The land full rich, the people easilie wunne.
Whose gaines shalbe the knowledge of our faith,
And ours such ritches as the country hath.
Pinche not for pence to set this action out,
Poundes will returne, thereof be not in doubt.
Your countrey shall be bounde due thankes to give,
For that the poore heereby you may relieve.
Unto your Prince good service you shall doo,
And unto God, a worke right gratefull to.
John Chester.
Mathew Roydon maister of Arte to his fellowe Student.
TO prayse thy booke because I am thy freende.
Though it be common and thy due indeede:
Perhaps it may some daintie eare offende,
Reproofe repines that vertue hath her meede.
Yet neverthelesse how ever thinges succeede,
Sith to no other ende thy booke was made:
All that I wish, is that thou mayest perswade.
Mathew Roydon.